

The Hijlorie 

Trin. Comc hcthcr Frances. Fran. My Lord. 

Fritt . How long haft thou toferuc Frances? 

Fran. Forfooth/iue yecres,and as much as to. 

Tot. Frances. 

Fran, Anon,anon fir, 

‘ Trin. Fiuc yearc,berlady a long leafe for the clinking ofpew- 
terjbut Frances,dareft thou be To valiant, as to play the cowarde 
with thy Indenture, and fhewe it a fairc paire of heeles, and rim 
from it? 

Fran, OLordfir,ilebefwornevponallthe bookes in 
land,I could find in my hart, 

Toini Frances* Fran. Anon (ir. 

Fr in. How old art thou Frances? 

Fran. Let me fee,about Michelmas next I fhalbe. 

'-Voin. Frances. 

Fran. Anon fir.pray ftay a little my Lord. 

Frin, Nay but harkeyou Frances, for thefugarthougaueft 
me,twas a peniworth,waft not? 

Fran. O Lord ,1 would ithad bin two. 

Vrince. I will giue thec for it a thoufand pound,aske me whcn 
thou wilt,and thou fhalt haue it, 

Tom. Frances. Fran, Anon,anon. 

Trin. Anon Fr ances.no Frances, but to morrow Frances: or 
Frances a Thurfday; or indcede Fraunces whenthou wilt. But 
Fraunces, 

Fran. MyLord. 

Prin. Wiltthou rob this leathern Ierkin, criftall button.not- 
pated, agat ring,puke ftocking,Caddice garter/mothe tongue, 
fpanifh pouch? 

Fran. O Lord fir 3 who do you meane? 

Trin. Why chen your brown baftard is your only drinke?for 
looke you Fraunces, yourwhitc canuasdoubletwillfulley. In 
Barbary fir.it cannot come to ib much. 

Fran. Whatfir? Pom Frances. 

Trin. Away you rogue,doft thou not heare them cal. 
ticrethty botb calhimjbe T)ra\verfiands amaz,ednatknomng 
' vehichwaytogo, SnterVintner, 

Vint , What ftandft thou ftil and hearft fuch a calfing ? look* 
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of ti enrie thefourth. 

to the guefts wichin/My Lord, old fir Iohn with halte a douzen 

match haue you made vvithrhis idt ofthe Drawertcome whats 

am now ofall humors,that haue flicwedthemlélues 

HuLrsrincetheouldedayMofgoodmanAdam^ 

age of this prefent twelue a clocke at midnight. Whatsa clockc 
Frances? 

prmTcueTtofeiloweibould haue fewcr wordes then a 
Parrat.andyetthefonneofawoman, Hismduftnejsvpftaires 
anddownftaires.hiseloquencetheparcelofa rcckoning. lam 
notyet ofPercycs minde, the Hotfpurofthe North, hethatkils 
mee forne fixeor feuen douzen ofScots at abreakefaft: waihes 
his handes, and faies to his wife, fievponthtsquietlife, I want 
worke. O my fweet Harry faies (lie 1 how mamc haft thou kild 
today ? Giue my roane hotfe adrench (låy.es hce) and aun- 
fweres fome fourcteene.an houre after: a trifle,a trifle. pr*** 
callin Falftalffe,ileplayPercy, andthatdamndebrawncfhall 
play dame Mordmerhis wife. Riuo faies thedrunkarde: call in 
Ribs,cal inTallow. 

EnterFaiflaffe. 

Poin. Welcome Iacke,where haft thou bin? 

Falji. A plaguc of al cowards I fay,and a vengeance too, mar- 
ry and Amen: giue me a cup of fack e boy. Earellead this lifc 
long,ilc fow ncatherftocks and mend them, and foote them too. 
A pTague of all cowards. Giue me a cup of facke rogue, is there 
novertueextant? bedrinketb. 

P rin. Didft thou neuer feeTitankiffe adifh of butter, pittifuH 
harred Titan that melted at the fweet tale of the fonnes 3 if thou 
didftjthcnbeholdthat compound* 
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